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If I felt assured of immortality I might look on it
differently; but then I am not sure—I merely hope,
or, at least, I almost believe that I do.
I trust that when I come to die my main feeling will
be one of intense curiosity. I hope that my inquisi-
tiveness will overpower any pain or agony that I shall
feel at the solving of the riddle; at the point of dis-
covering for myself whether there is any Life outside
this suitcase of flesh and blood, bones and gristle,
which I am condemned to carry about with me.
Whether I, the being deep within me, which is so
blinded that it feels itself to be the hub of the universe,
this individualistic " me ", which cannot conceive how
Life will go on without my presence, will merely dis-
appear into intense and comfortable blackness like the
vehicle it has carried about.
I shook myself—like most other healthy men I am
not morbid. In any case, it does not matter—I shall
discover the answer for myself in due course. Mean-
while, not only because there may be truth in the
doctrines which I have been taught (and so good
behaviour is, perhaps, advisable as " fire insurance "),
it is pleasant and comfortable to treat others decently
and to do nothing which will cause hurt or suffering
to fellow-mortals, I will, therefore, do my best to read,
strive to ijnderstand, and, when once grasped, to copy,
the life once led by the Master who so often passed
by the foot of this hill, on his way between Jerusalem
and Galilee.
There are many things to be seen on this ruined site
of what was once a mighty city—the remains of the
hippodrome, the palace, and the gateway towers of

